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3 can no' longer hold me patient.'. 

Heare me you wrangling pirates that fall out, 

I fhaking out that which you haue pild from me ; 

Which of you tremble not thatlookc on me ? 

Tf not, that I being , you bow like fubicvils. - 
Yei that by you dilpofd , you quake like rebels ' 

O gentle villaine , doe not turne away. 

(Jlo. Foule wrinkled witch,what mak’ll thou in my 
Mar- But repiticion of what thou halt mard,*^ 
That win I make , berbre I let thee goe : 

A husband anda fonncthouoweft vnto me. 

And thouakingdome , all of you alleagenee : 

The ferrow that! haue by right is yours. 

And all the pleafures you vfurpe , is mine. 

(jh* Thecurfe my noble father layd one thee. 

When thou didft Crpwnehis warlike browes with papa ’ 
And with thy fcorne drew riuers from his eyes, ’ 

And then to drie them , gau’ft the Duke a clout 
Steeptinthebloodofpritty/?«r/.*i;<i.; 

His curfes then from biterndfe of foule. 

Denounc’d againft thee , are fallen vpon thee, 

And God , not we , hath plagued thy bloody deed. 

So iulUsGod to rite theinnoeent. 

O twas the fouleft deed to (lay that Babe 
And the moft mercileffe that euer was heard of. ' 

Jti. l yrantsthemlelues wept when it wa« reported 
-D«r/Nomanbutpropheficd reuengeforit, ^ 
'Buc.NonhumherhKd then prefent,. wept to feeit. 
^.^^r. What ? were you fnarling all before I came,. 
Ready to catch each other-by the throat, 

And turne you no w your hatred now on me ? 

Did Tork;s dread carfe preuaiJe fo much with heauen, 

-• hat H ernes death my loueJy Edwards death. 

Their Kingdomes. loft my woefuHbanifhm’ent * > 

Could all butanfwere for that peeuifh brat [ 

Can curies pearce the Clouds-, and enter- faeaiien '■ 

Why then giue way dull Clouds to my quieke curies J 
it not by warre, by lurfet die your King. 

As ours by murder to, make him a Kin%- 

Edwari 


Edwardhy(ome, which now is Prince 

For Edward my fonne, which was the Prince of fTaUs, 

Died in his youth by like untimely violence, 

Thy fclfe a Q.ueene, for me that was a Queenc, 

Out-liue thy glory, like my wretched felfe : 

Long mayft thou Hue to waile thy childrens lofle. 

And Tec another, as I fee thee now . ^ 

Deckt inthy glory.asthou art ftald in mine: 

Long dye thy happy dayes before thy death. 

And after many lengthned houres of grieft, 

Dye ncyther mother, wife, nor Queene, 

Riueh and Torfet, yon were ftanders by , 

And fo waft thou Lord Hafiings, when my fonne 
Was ftabd withbloody daggers , God I pray him. 

That none of you, may Hue your naturall age. 

But by feme vnlookt accident cut oft. 

Glo, Haue done thy charme thou hatefull withered hag. 
QMar.hndi le'aue outtbee?ftay dog for thou fhall heare 
If heauen haue any grieuousplaguein ftorc, (me. 

Exceeding thofe that Lean wi'lh vpon thee ; 

O let them keepe it till thy (innes be ripe. 

And then hurle d owne their indignation 
On thee the troublerofthepoorc worlds peace: 

The wormeof confcience ftill begnawthy foule. 

Thy friends fufpeA for traytors whiltt thou Hueft, 

And take deepe traytors for thy. deareft friends, 
Nofleepeclolevpthedeadlyeyesofthine, 

Vnlefie it be whilft fome tormenting dreame 
Aftrightsthce with a hell ofvgly diuels. 

Thou eiuifh markt, abortiue rooting hog. 

Thou that wa ft feald in thy natiuiiy 
The flaue of nature, and the fonne of hell, ' 

Thou flander of thy mothers heauy wombe, - 

Thou loathed iffuc of thy fathers loynes, ' ; 

Thou rag of honour, thou detefted, &c. . ' , 

Glo- Margnt. . 

q^ar. Richard, Glo. Ha ?' ' , ; 

f-X. Mar.\ call thee not. v ' ' " 

(j/f^.Thencry thee mercy.: for I had. thought; 
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